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What does a king cobra do when it’s angered? 


it rises... 


For Kevin 


A King of Kings 


---Prologue-(Shapen like a man...)--- 


What have | become? And how? Well, hopefully this book can answer that question. My name is 
not legal, nor is it original, but it’s mine, and | will die with it. It encapsulates everything that | am, 
or rather, all that | have chosen to be. For a large portion of my life, | have been told who it was 
that | was “supposed to be”, someone who asks not this question for himself. | was told to obey, 
to find love, to choose a career from the options that others had offered me, to be popular, to 
have friends, to be loyal to my first family. 


| chose to be someone else, someone who had earned my respect. 


Though, this decision was not made in a vacuum. No. It was hard won, and harder still upheld. 
But it was upheld, nonetheless. And this is the story of how. And in the spirit of retaining my 
individuality in defiance of all conventions imposed by humanity and the society they’ve 
concocted, this story will be told through the eyes of the title animal... 


--Chapter 1 (Born Weird) 


He came into this world slithering out from between his mother’s legs, a woman who'd lost her 
first scion, and screamed at the sight of her second, for he was not what she had imagined. He 
was long, slender, and venomous. He was a king cobra, albeit of the infantile variety. He writhed 
about as the doctor retrieved him from the bed beneath his mother’s legs, bent upward to allow 
him to leave her body. The doctors did as they had usually had, cleaning the uterine blood from 
his scales and clipping the umbilical cord from his underside. However, his mother would never 
quite agree with this latter action, becoming drawn to the idea of forever tethering her serpent 
son to herself, no matter how much he hissed. 


Though initially perturbed by his appearance, the cobra’s parents, Ryan and Teresa Ebony, 
came to see their son, whom they named after his father, as a unique animal, still of their blood, 
despite his obvious differentiation from them. The pair soon sought to mold Ryan Junior into 
someone more similar to themselves and to the other children that frolicked about outside their 
home, simian spawn who may at once scorn the little serpent should he not appear to be like 
them. And so, his parents attempted to shape his mind through some forgotten rites found in 
Ryan’s Christian traditions, reciting hymns and prayers to hopefully contort Junior into a “proper 
human boy”, rather than the snake he’d been born as. In essence, they wanted to raise a 
human, not a snake. And before long, they had exactly this, as Junior’s sister left from the same 
cavity he’d slithered from 4 years earlier, though the second child of Ryan and Teresa 
possessed a tailess, quadrupedal body frame, and cried mother when at first she opened her 
eyes, forever drawing her sire’s favor. But Junior breathed easily with this, as a fresh focus, not 
upon him, would leave him open to finding a personality of his own, unreliant on Christian 
hymns repeated to him every single night. Or so he initially believed, for as he would come to 
discover, not a long time later, his mother was not so eager to give up her serpentine toy, even 
as a 3rd child exited her amniotic crib, one just as human as the last ape to be spawned. 


As Junior gradually matured, he began to find himself drawn towards the ancient life of a planet 
that he was told no longer existed, known as Earth, around which his entire home education 
revolved. This planet was said to have been completely stripped of all life, and had been 
deemed uninhabitable, forcing his species to flee into the stars. However, no one apparently 
knew what had caused this planet to die, but it was known that it was the homeworld of humans, 
the species that Junior was claimed, again and again, to be a “member of", as if it were an 
exclusive club of some kind. After this bit of education, Ryan and Teresa began showing him 
various pieces of ancient media, mostly animated films created by Disney, a production 
company that still existed, albeit in a subsidiary role. But what interested Junior most about 
these movies were the villains, starting with a movie titled Peter Pan, in which a crocodile was 
seen attempting to eat another character multiple times, something that the latter was unable to 


prevent. This drew Junior’s fascination, seeing the similarities between his own shape and that 
of the crocodile. However the true genesis of this pseudo-obsession would come with his 
introduction to The Lion King and the villain known as Scar. Junior was transfixed. The power 
that this character seemed to wield over the lives of the others was something that Junior 
realized was a position that he deeply craved, given his own life of powerlessness in the face of 
his parents, a situation that increasingly grated on him. Another piece of this jigsaw puzzle came 
in the form of a third film, known as Monsters Inc. and the serpentine antagonist called Randall, 
a character to which Junior found himself relating. Being a snake, it delighted and intrigued him 
to see another being with which he could form a parasocial bond, even if it was rooted in fiction, 
another reptile, something that he never glimpsed in real life, where he was surrounded by a 
quadrant of humanoid creatures who continuously insisted that he was “one of them”. However, 
his fascination became disturbance when he witnessed the demise of Randall, being brutally 
killed with a shovel in a trailer after being mistaken for an alligator, an animal he’d seen a 
relative of in Peter Pan. This was the first time that Junior felt a degree of fear, for he’d 
witnessed, through this lens, that humans did not get along with things that looked like him, and 
that these beings were to be feared and, ultimately, killed. Junior then made the connection that 
this was perhaps the reason for his family always attempting to steer him towards humanity, for 
they did not like that he was a snake, and neither would anyone else. This also taught him that 
power could be taken away, and would be, if humanity disliked its wielder enough. It was this 
unintentional lesson from which would form a vital shard of Junior’s personality, the idea that 
people wanted conformity, and anything that strayed or attempted to gain power over them 
would be hated, vilified, and killed if this continued. 


A few years later, Teresa informed Junior that he would be going to a place called school, as he 
was to learn something that she called “social skills”, a phrase that the young serpent had never 
heard before, as his smaller siblings had occupied more and more of his parents’ time, and thus 
they had not the schedule bandwidth to inform him of this concept. But hopefully, for them, 
public schooling would fill this void for Junior, who responded to this news with slight 
apprehension, as the idea of humans not liking reptiles was still fresh in his memory, but had not 
become pronounced enough to command disdain. So, he relented and coiled upon his bed in 
anticipation of the foreign paradigm in his near future. 


--Chapter 2 (Fledgeling Serpent) 


The next morning, Junior was awakened by Teresa, who said that school started early. The 
snake cracked his back and toiled, but managed, to don a shirt, a sock, and a long denim tube 
that functioned as jeans. These had been made for him by Teresa for this occasion, as she’d 
never clothed her son before. These, she said, would make him “more like the other kids”. 
Junior cast his unblinking eyes down, as if he’d just been insulted. Failing to notice this, Teresa 
guided him out of the small home for the first time in his life. With the swipe of a plastic card-key, 
the wall he’d known for years threw itself open, revealing an immense space, far larger than 
anything he had seen up until this moment. It was white, shiny, and full to the gills with humans 
of every conceivable description. It was a gigantic atrium that all of humanity lived in, Teresa told 
him, and they had all that they needed within its walls. It was a massive indoor city, with shops, 
offices, medical facilities, and even multi-layer on-site farms, all completely self-sustaining within 
this microcosm of human society. Junior was awestruck at first, then quickly became 
intimidated, rearing up the first third of his body and casting open his cobra hood for the very 
first time. Teresa spotted this and quietly told him to be calm and take down his hood, much to 
his surprise, who said that it made him feel safer, bigger, more secure, as no one would think to 
harm him while it was drawn. Teresa admonished him though, saying that none of these people 
would want to hurt him, then repeated her command, to which Junior acceded, drawing down 
his hood, and feeling uncomfortable, defenseless, and open to attack after he did so. As well as 
this, he found it difficult to move around in human clothing, as the denim tube affixed to his 
middle slid about on the floor, making it hard to maneuver his long body in lieu of any grip. But 
his mother would have none of it, insisting that he “walk normally” despite him not having any 
legs. 


The space beyond home was truly massive however, and even as he struggled about in his 
unaccommodating costume, Junior found himself enraptured in the beauty outside of the large 
windows that lined the upper floor of the structure, out of which he saw the stars that his father 
had spoken of, and said that God had created, though the slew of documentaries illustrating 
prehistoric life that he had come to enjoy in the past few years disagreed with this claim of 
Ryan's, arguing that nature, itself, begat natural things, a phenomenon that made more sense to 
Junior than a celestial anthropoid playing in a sandbox. The stars were far too magnificent, 
Junior thought, to have such a mundanely defined origin story. Junior and Teresa walked not a 
while longer before reaching their destination, a small room with windows that allowed the 
former to glimpse his future peers from the outside. They were all the same, small people that 
were nothing like him. The teacher then emerged from the doorway to speak with Teresa, 
commenting that it was odd for a child as old as her’s to be registered at this level, as the other 
students were a full age below him, not that he was aware of this. Still, the teacher took him in 
as Teresa left, telling him to sit, or “curl up”, at one of the open desks. These were arranged in 
little pods that sat 2 pairs of students facing each other. Junior then took a seat as the teacher 
began speaking, informing the class that they would all begin group projects, and grabbed a set 
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of pencils, one for each student, and one large piece of paper for each table. The task, she 
elaborated, was for every member of the table to contribute to a single drawing, adding 
whatever they wanted to the paper after their peers were through with their own individual 
contributions. Junior was handed a pencil and began to draw with his mouth, but was 
reprimanded by the teacher for holding his pencil “incorrectly”, who told him to reorient the stick 
in his jaws from the left side to the right, justifying this by stating that all of the other students 
were holding their pencils with their right hands, and that Junior, or as the teacher knew him, 
Ryan, would need to do the same. Ryan struggled with this, but managed to create a simple 
drawing of a lizard with six arms, not unlike his favorite character, Randall from Monsters Inc. 
However, as the paper was passed to the boy next to him, Ryan was disappointed when his 
creation was altered to include a child hitting the lizard with a baseball bat, as the boy 
commented that this was his favorite scene from that movie. The other 2 students added their 
own doodles to the paper and handed it in to the teacher, who said that it was her favorite of the 
class and posted it alongside the others on the outside wall, commemorating the work of the 
students. But every following day, when Ryan looked at it before he went inside, all he saw was 
the same thing, the celebration of a reptile’s demise. 


As Junior continued in his classes, his parents grew increasingly worried about his failure to 
conform to social norms, particularly after his teacher contacted them about him drawing up his 
hood in the classroom after a peer began prodding him with a ruler. In response, Teresa made 
contact with a psychologist who prescribed for Junior some medications to “help him calm 
down” and remain sedated for his teacher’s convenience. This medication was then fed to 
Junior under the preconception of “protein”, a lie spun to him in order to convince him to eat the 
pill every day. But the snake already had his suspicions that Teresa was not being entirely 
truthful, as every time he ate the spoon of peanut butter, he noticed a slight crunch as the 
contents of the medication met his mouth. But he spoke of it not, as he had no apparent reason 
to protest this mild inconvenience, not understanding its full implications. But every time he 
consumed it, he could feel a slight difference in his reactions, he was slower, more willing to 
concede, and more susceptible to suggestion, not that he noticed, as the pills also seemed to 
compromise his analytical abilities, effectively dulling his previously razor-like edge. This 
situation though, was a tenuous one, as it was completely dependent upon Junior’s cooperation, 
a willingness to take the pill, himself, something that he would only do as long as he had enough 
reasons to tow the household line. But in a short few years, this situation would evaporate, as 
Ryan Junior’s life would become a bloodbath, ending in fire, and shaving Death’s skeleton face 
with a dull razor, inevitably resulting in pain. 
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--Chapter 3 (To Make Kings...Believe the Very Best) 


As Ryan rode through the ranks of Elementary and Middle school, going from teacher to 
teacher, he became more and more sedated in his individual mindset, being convinced of things 
that made no logical sense to him, yet things he was too dulled to truthfully examine. From one 
teacher restricting his access to books about dinosaurs, to another who wanted to tie a rubber 
band around his neck to keep his hood down for the duration of the school year, the cobra did it 
all while his mother kept feeding him the pills that gelded his judgement. But this reduced ability 
to see what he could before would come to nearly destroy Ryan, and all that humanity had built 
around itself, when the snake that they attempted to control was thrust into the prickly Senegalia 
Catclaw bush of romantic infatuation. 


Long ago, Teresa had incessantly prophesied that Junior would fall for someone one day, but 
the latter refused to accept this notion, being content to do as he, alone, pleased. However, as 
attractions began to spawn within him, he feared never hearing the end of Teresa’s celebrations 
of her foresight, as being proven correct seemed to trigger, in her, a sense of self-righteousness, 
a venom that Junior never wanted to inject. And so, he never admitted his attractions, to her or 
to anyone else, no matter how much it cost him in the end. 


She was gorgeous to an indescribable degree, everything that would make Achaean armies 
raze a Turkish city to the ground, something that he had never before encountered but in a few 
fleeting glimpses, none of which had bore fruit. She was not the first of her caliber to draw 
Ryan's eye, but all of his previous brushes with these thorned roses had led him to nowhere 
good, but never to destruction either. But this new person was different, as she positioned 
herself to him not as a mere window into another world, but as a genuine prospect for granting 
entrance to it. She sat down beside Ryan almost immediately after he entered the room and 
found his chair. She asked him for his name, setting up the first domino in a chain that would 
span years. She introduced herself as Helena Mercedes, and commented on Ryan’s serpentine 
form, saying that she really liked snakes. Ryan was blindsided by her enthusiasm, as never 
once had he imagined that a human, particularly one as beautiful as her, would ever grant this 
much attention to him. Nonetheless, he responded by saying that he was still called human by 
his family, and that his name was Ryan Ebony Jr. Helena said that she liked his name and 
asked what it meant. But he had abruptly shut himself down, not sure how to proceed and 
feeling uneasy and put-upon, being completely unfamiliar with this sort of dynamic. Helena sat 
there for some time, then moved backward to a seat just behind him. And there she sat for the 
entire school year, never once flinching in her attraction to Ryan, even as he remained 
unenthused and nervous around her. 
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Over the following weeks, the snake and the human grew close, at least as far as the former 
could tell, with Helena always being the one to initiate their interactions, once telling him that he 
could talk to her about anything. But the snake remained distant, not knowing how to react in 
this situation. He had no idea what to do with these foreign inputs being given to him by 
someone to whom he was extremely attracted. Then, one day, this jet-black-haired beacon of 
beauty said something that seemed to cut through the fog. After an extended absence, due to a 
mild injury, inflicted by his sister, Ryan returned to school and was met with Helena telling him 
that she had “missed him’. Finally, he understood, he was liked, genuinely, for who he was for 
the first time in his life. Ryan couldn’t help but smile. However, because of his other concerns, 
namely, that of his mother being vindicated after a decade of prodding him to get a girlfriend, he 
refrained from asking Helena any of these leading questions, keeping everything on an 
epipelagic level. But Helena asked nothing of the sort either, at least, not directly, relying on 
subtle hints that Ryan failed to pick up on, and thus, their conversations extended no further 
than superficial exchanges of personal interests. And this remained the situation for the entire 
school year, with neither one of them willing to take a direct shot at an obvious target. 


After the students had been excused for the summer, Ryan felt elated. He felt that he had 
someone who liked him for who he was, someone who he loved for who she was, someone 
who had chosen him, and him alone. This feeling of exclusivity would carry the serpent’s soul on 
an angel’s wings for the duration of that summer. But little did he know that those wings were 
made of wax, and his trajectory was only ascending. 
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--Chapter 4 (Circling Vultures) 


After returning to high school for his junior year, Ryan’s mood was at an all-time high. He looked 
for and forward to Helena, anticipated her, loved her. Yet, he failed to find her in those 
chalk-white corridors as he searched. And eventually, he abandoned his quest, as he had an 
education to further. He longed to become a zoologist, even though he had never seen any of 
the other animals he’d read about in books, seeming, to him, as though they did not exist in real 
life, for no one he’d spoken to had much to say on the subject. There wasn’t even a zoo. Come 
to think of it, Ryan had not even noticed a true sky before, as only the vast ceiling and windows, 
the latter of which he’d discovered were merely electronic images, were present in his field of 
perspective. Nonetheless, he could find work as an animal bio-historiographer, a position in 
which he could research and catalog various species from Earth’s ancient history for archive 
collections, including dinosaurs. And so, Ryan set his sights on becoming what he wanted to be, 
temporarily placing Helena Mercedes into the back of his mind. And this state of affairs 
continued unabated for 6 months of schooling, that was until he was informed of a schedule 
shift that would alter his path forever. 


The Atrium’s high school was located on the top floor, spanning 2 sides of a narrow walkway 
that bridged the vast area between the opposing sides of the large mall that the entire human 
population called home. Until this time, Ryan had been confined to the southern side, but was to 
transfer to the northern, where his class’ lunches would be served. Following this directive, as 
the pills made it easier to do, Ryan found his way there, whereupon he was met with the 
ever-stunning face of Helena, who sat at one of the far tables in a darker corner of the cafeteria. 
He made a move to sit across the table from her, after he acquired his food, only to be met with 
the smirk of another student, who had sat down in that very spot, shooing him away with a wave 
of his hand. Ryan looked up at Helena, hoping for a response, but received no such blessing. 
He was surprised, then dejected, as he was forced by 2 other students further and further down 
the table from Helena until he sat about 5 people away from her. Looking to his right, he could 
feel the distance, but said nothing as he solemnly ate his food, his heart racing in his chest. 
Suddenly, a tremor rippled through the entire room, startling everyone inside. The faculty that 
monitored the cafeteria urged everyone to remain calm, as the situation was nothing to be 
concerned about and told the students to continue with their lunch. After settling down, they 
returned to their usual cacophony. But Ryan remained fixated on the tremor, until, that was, 
another boy sat at the table, right next to Helena, who opened up a space for him where 
previously there had been none. She smiled at the boy, and the serpent gritted his fangs, 
staggered backward from the table, and hung his head down, like he’d had all of his vitality 
drained from him in an instant. He felt lightheaded, his heart beat swiftly and heavily, and his 
vision blurred. He had thought Helena had chosen him, that he had been the one she liked 
most. But clearly, that pole was a greasy one, and he'd slidden to the bottom. It was as if he had 
been replaced. Ryan looked around, finally seeing what he could not before, that every other 
person at that table was male, and all of them looked at Helena with longing eyes, just like he 
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did. He was just one of her possible choices, just a drop in an ocean of options that Helena 
could pick from at her leisure. He held no significance, Ryan thought to himself, he meant 
absolutely nothing. 


However, even as this realization hit him, he remained attached to Helena, as if she held him in 
chains. And failing to escape his bonds, he decided to go on the offensive, and take the suitors 

on, starting with the freshest one, whom he discovered was called Li, all while the ground shook 
beneath his body, not that he noticed anything but the object of his affections. 


ies, 


--Chapter 5 (The Dog Fights) 


Ryan first attempted to physically move between Li and Helena over the course of the next 
week, but each time, Li pushed him aside, plopping himself down in the same spot as before. 
Frustrated, Ryan then attempted this on the other side of the table during the week after, but 
failed again as The Smirker, from his initial encounter, performed the same actions as Li. Helena 
still said nothing, not even bothering to acknowledge what was unfolding before her pedestal. 
Feeling that he’d been left disconnected, Ryan returned to his home of 17 years and collapsed 
on his bed. During this long month of emotional turmoil, he had neglected to take his pills each 
morning, being so preoccupied with Helena and her suitors, namely The Smirker and Li, neither 
of whom were considerate enough to give him an inch. Dating was turning out to be much more 
ruthless than Ryan had assumed, and mused that if he had simply asked for Helena’s hand 
before, then the other dogs would never have been able to snatch it away from him. 


If one does not act upon his affections, then someone else will act upon their own. Then one will 
be replaced by an alternative prospect by that who can afford to lose him. People truly are 
replaceable, aren’t they? 


But Ryan vowed to himself that he would not be so easily brushed aside, and rather than 
attempt to outcompete them, he would confront his rivals directly, separated from Helena’s 
inebriating eyes. 


Approaching Li on the bridge one day, Ryan told him of his past with Helena, that he had never 
enjoyed a girlfriend before, and that it was something he could have with her for the first time in 
his life. Li gave a slight chuckle and sardonically apologized to Ryan, then told him that he 
already had a chance to date Helena and blew it. Li then said that he liked her too, and assured 
that he was going to be the one that she chose. Without a second glance, Li left Ryan on the 
bridge, who brought his hood up for the first time in a long time, and exhaled a sharp, bladelike 
hiss as another tremor reverberated from below, this one more violent than any before. 


No regret, because the reward is too grand to invite it in. It seems that the hope of a radiant 
bride becomes a numbing agent for sense and sensibility alike. An incandescent moth that sets 
fire to relics like mercy, in favor of the toxic smothering smoke of aphrodisia. 
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Ryan slithered back home to a worried and neurotic Teresa who told him that he’d forgotten to 
take his pill that morning, frantically holding a spoon of peanut butter in front of him, within which 
was concealed the so-called protein that he had been eating for nearly a decade. Junior hissed 
at her and said that he did not want to take the pills anymore, for he had too much to concern 
himself with to bother with something as trivial as “behavior regulators”. Teresa shouted at him 
as he turned away, demanding that he take the “damn” pill. Junior wheeled around and spread 
his hood, hissing aggressively at his mother, who was unrelenting in her insistence that he 
numb himself with medication. Then, after some moments had passed, the duo glaring at one 
another, Junior relented, saying that if she “got off his back” for the night, then he would take the 
pill tomorrow. Begrudgingly satisfied, Teresa placed the spoon in the refrigerator and held him to 
his word, a word that he had no intention of keeping. 


Telling the truth to the wrong party often creates more problems than it solves. 


Junior coiled upon his bed, thinking long and hard about any solution to his problem at school, 
the war he was waging against those without remorse. Then, he thought of one last blade he 
could draw, a hail mary for his love life. Instead of combating the suitors, he would strike at the 
heart of the problem, the prize that they all fought for. Scribbling down a hastily conceived letter, 
he thought that he could rely upon past affections, enough to kindle a proper relationship with 
Helena. But as he placed the letter into his school bag, another tremor rippled through The 
Atrium, this one shaking the building for a full minute before shutting down its electricity. With 
the lights out, Junior fell asleep, his mind in an amorous bind, not once considering what had 
just transpired. 


Ryan slithered into the cafeteria for one final attempt to win Helena’s heart. But having no desire 
to remain in the room where roiled the constant pain of the suitors’ continuous advances on a 
woman who he believed loved him, Ryan simply handed off the crumpled wet paper, that had 
been clutched in his jaws, to his love, and left the cafeteria, not looking back. Cringing slightly, 
Helena opened the letter, which contained but 3 little words. Looking up sharply with wide-eyed 
surprise, Helena was about to respond with something, though the snake had already 
disappeared. Breathing heavily, Helena pocketed the letter just as Li sauntered up to her and 
delivered unto her a proposition of his own. The young woman looked down, shook herself a bit, 
then turned to her suitor, and replied with “yes”. 
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An intense heat spiked up from beneath the rumbling floor as Ryan reached the ground level of 
The Atrium. He was only a single week from the school year’s end and had played his final card 
with Helena. But he would not go back to his classes today, for tomorrow, he would do 
something that he could never come back from, for expulsion would surely follow his actions, 
actions that would not only damage a fellow student, but possibly end his life as he knew it. 
Entering his room, Junior opened his bedroom door, pulled off his clothing, and shoved it all into 
a drawer, rapidly covering the 10 unused bottles of pills that he’d silently refused to swallow. But 
then, Teresa entered the room without his knowledge and spied the bottles in his dresser. The 
look on her face said it all, and the cobra widened his hood. 
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--Chapter 6 (Had Enough) 


The screaming match lasted for hours, and Teresa had left her son’s room trashed and locked, 
forbidding Junior to leave it before school the next day. The snake had coiled upon his bed 
again, not crying, not whimpering, he was done whimpering, done doing what he was told, done 
swallowing pills, done being denied what he believed he had rightfully earned. With the venom 
of love still coursing through his veins, his vision could not have been more tunneled as he sat 
awake, his tail twitching all night long. Adrenaline would not permit his sleep and he remained 
conscious and imbued with energy, his eyes continuously darting back and forth around the 
room, almost daring anyone to barge their way in. The heat from the floor gradually increased 
as more tremors occurred almost back to back, a chaotic pattern of the night that relented not 
until the morning. Then, as Ryan left for school, a voice came over The Atrium’s intercom, 
announcing that at midday, the entire population would be evacuated from the building, due to 
“technical disruptions” that would be repaired post-haste, and that the people would all be 
perfectly safe. But the snake was not focused on the latter, for himself or for his target, Li. 


The alarm sounded as the residents were evacuated from the lower floors, as the heat had 
become so intense that any who refused to leave their homes soon died in them. Those on the 
upper floors were given just 2 hours to gather whatever they could carry and go, but as Ryan 
crossed the high-school bridge, he spotted them, Li and Helena, sharing a kiss outside the 
cafeteria on the other side. He seethed and slithered fast towards Li, spreading his hood as he 
reached him. From the staircase, behind the snake, a guard ordered the lingering trio to a 
nearby hallway where the rest of The Atrium’s population was being sealed, but Ryan blocked 
the path to safety, and asked Helena if she had read his note, to which she responded that she 
had, but told him that he’d waited too long, and that she had already chosen someone else. Li 
looked at him with a satisfied smirk. 


The truth is that it does not matter what one looks like, or even what their personality is. The 
only thing that matters, in the end, is who gets there first. You could be the perfect match for 
each other, but unless one is available, the other is shit out of luck. 


This was the final straw, as Ryan reared back, opened his mouth, and struck violently at Li, the 
serpent’s fangs sinking into the boy’s shoulder as the latter was sent backward. Then, Ryan 
swung around like a pendulum to the right, making contact with the guard railing in front of the 
cafeteria and springing himself off of it, sending both himself and his rival into the cafeteria 
window with a crash, all while keeping his teeth buried in Li’s flesh. Helena screamed for help as 
the pair fought tooth and nail in the cafeteria, Ryan’s body whipping about and writhing while Li’s 
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fists met the serpent’s face again and again. A pair of guards climbed the stairs and grabbed 
Helena, who protested, saying that her boyfriend and another student were back in the 
cafeteria, fighting with one another. The guards, though, didn’t listen as they physically carried 
her into the safety hallway and sealed the door shut, just in time for the bottom floor to brutally 
crack open, expelling a torrent of glowing hot lava, black, red, sticky, and searing. The blood of a 
mountain ripped through The Atrium, superheating its walls, forcing them apart as their rivets 
and bolts fired in all directions, popping themselves free as the heat constricted their housing, 
shattering their constitution as the walls caved in, bending to the will of the natural forces that 
had been manipulated to create them, coming undone, all while a rain of sparks from buckling 
and breaking electronic screens fell onto the glowing river below as their wiring unleashed like 
writhing tendrils of dangling intestines from behind the window-mimicking digital panes of 
one-sided glass. Ryan and Li fought their way out of the cafeteria as the ceiling began to give, 
sending sharp metal pieces down upon the bridge, like falling swords embedding themselves 
into the metal scaffolding, which began to warp downward as the 2 students threw themselves 
at one another over and over again, Ryan lashing and biting, and Li grabbing and striking with 
clenched fists, until they came to the midpoint of the bridge, where Ryan threw a coil around Li’s 
throat and bit him several more times, seeing nothing but red as Li wrapped his fingers around 
the snake’s throat and dashed the hissing head repeatedly into the railing, forcing its owner to 
let go, but flinging Li from his grasp as the motion unfolded, unravelling like a yo-yo and sending 
the boy into the opposite railing, then, the serpent struck at Li’s head again, but the latter 
evaded it, grabbing the snake’s body and attempting to cast it over the edge and into the lava, 
which was growing closer as the building sunk downwards, its structural integrity failing minute 
by minute. Ryan though, quickly grasped the railing as he threw himself underneath the bridge, 
coming around from the other side and making another bite onto the back of his enemy’s neck, 
this time holding fast, refusing to let go as he threw more loops around the boy’s body, 
constricting Li as the bridge continued to be showered with metal shards from above as the 
ceiling split down the middle, revealing a smoke-black sky and a mountain of fire that was the 
centerpiece of the apocalyptic portrait. The volcano belched forth lava and expectorated black 
rocks from its glowing maw that fell upon The Atrium, further destroying it. One of these lava 
bombs found its way right through the bridge upon which Ryan was coiled around Li, the snake 
still attempting to defeat the chosen one in any way that he could. But as the bomb ripped 
through the catwalk, the structure gave way, bending ironlike downward as it was cut in 2, while 
the far end remained attached to the classroom side of the crumbling building. This impact was 
enough to cause Ryan’s grip to slip, allowing Li to reach out, grab a larger shard of heated 
metal, and slice into the serpent’s body, causing a cauterized wound to form in his scales. Ryan 
hissed in pain and released his coil, writhing backward on the downward side of the bridge, 
leaving Li on the other, giving the latter the opportunity to escape, an opportunity that Ryan was 
not willing to extend. Giving one last laterally-undulated curl, the snake leaped forth, fangs 
bared, ready to drag Li to hell with him. If Ryan could not have Helena, then no one would. But 
Li, seeing this happen at the last second, spun around, raised the heated metal, and brought it 
across his chest, slashing Ryan’s upper-third from the rest of his serpentine body. The 
severance was immediately cauterized, forbidding the loss of blood, but was no sloth in its 
deliverance of unrelenting pain. Ryan’s eyes dilated, his nerves spiked, and the burn was felt, all 
the way up to his head, whose manables collapsed as the rest of him fell uselessly onto the 
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bridge. But as this happened, the metal holding the other end surrendered its constitution, failing 
and falling just like Ryan, who plummeted with it and Li to the cooling rock below, ending the 
descent with an almighty clang that reverberated in the damaged tube of sound that The Atrium 
had become. The entire building had sunken greatly however, so the fall, itself, was not lethal 
for either of the combatants, but Ryan could not move well at all, his body slipping backward on 
the slick bridge, which had landed at an angle on top of the solidifying lava. Li, though, was able 
to scramble off of the structure, finding relative safety on a lower floor, below the ruined 
classroom. Blood drew itself in generous volumes from the deep wounds that lacerated Li’s 
upper body. Ryan struggled to reach sanctuary as well, but every movement he made with his 
remaining length just sent him further and further back, closer and closer to the lava, whose 
heat was still fierce. The snake begged aloud for Li for help, to pull him to safety, but the boy 
stood still. Ryan writhed with fear, becoming jolted with panic as he felt the temperature 
increasing behind him. Li did nothing however, not saying a word as he simply dropped the 
impromptu saber, turned, and left, never once flashing a grimace or glance in the direction of the 
struggling serpent, who received nothing from the young man but complete and utter contempt. 
Ryan was flooded with a bouquet of emotions as he saw his rival abandon him, anger, hatred, 
sadness, then warping into depression, not unlike the mangled metal around him, torn down by 
fire and contorting into a blackened mockery of what it was once constructed to be. The bridge 
had become a shore, the building had become an oven, and the snake had become a torch, as 
his stump had but touched the newborn rock, rapidly transforming the screaming and squirming 
snake into a living tongue of flame that unceasingly burned, cracked, and bent until he was 
nothing more than a useless strand of muscle and bone, a ruined rod of expendable flesh, 
something meant to be thrown away, cast off like a snake-shed skin, disposed of, replaced, and 
forgotten. And so, by Helena Mercedes, he was. And nevermore was he thought of, by her, as 
anything other than the snake who had missed his opportunity to strike. 
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--Chapter 7 (Would Anyone Care?) 


Ryan didn’t move at all, he didn’t want to. He felt that he didn’t deserve to. He had failed. Helena 
had deemed him unworthy. Unworthy of her love, because he had not offered anything to her. 
He felt weak, physically, mentally, constitutionally weak. He had been shown that he was not 
good enough for Helena, or for anyone else, not even his own mother, who’d drugged him into 
submission because he was unworthy of her acceptance as he was. Would anyone care? 
Would anyone cry? Would anyone mourn his loss if he died of his wounds here on this metal 
wreckage? Why would they mourn for him? The one that they had proved that they could do 
without, the one that they could afford to lose? Ryan thought that the answer was no, no one 
would care. Gathering all of his remaining strength, he pushed with his few remaining muscles 
and kicked his nubby cauterized end from side to side like a snakehead fish that had been out 
of water for too long, in search of a suitable pool to rest itself within. Only Ryan was looking to 
rest forever, squirming about in a forlorn quest to end his own life. Being but barely able, the 
scarred cobra wriggled onto the platform that had saved Li after their fight, hoisting himself onto 
the ledge, with no ability to raise his head up off of the ground, his body not being long enough 
for him to do so. Once on the precipice, Ryan looked over the edge, and found the perfect one 
to kill himself on the end of. He inched his way, painfully, awkwardly, and slowly toward a 
leftover metal shard that was about 3 feet long, embedded into the black rock that stood upright, 
not 2 feet below him, thrusting its razor-sharp point upward at a right angle. It practically begged 
for his body to become its ornament. His heart broken and barely beating, Ryan Ebony Jr. 
despairingly edged closer and closer to his projected fall, all too content to die. He felt unworthy 
of love, unworthy of life. Then, just before he moved his body for the final time, a noise 
emanated from above him. Looking up briefly to see a shadow, long and sinuous, much like his 
own, back when he was whole. Though, his scorched eyes could not make out the shape’s 
exact definition, and so believed it to be a trick of the light. He had become accustomed to 
those. With one final push, Ryan left the ledge and began his descent to the spike. But just 
before he reached its point, he was stopped, caught by an unseen hand. It rapidly pulled him up 
and back onto the platform where he felt a large rope-like muscle unfurl itself from around his 
charred body, revealing that his savior was long, thin, and powerful. But in his moment of haze, 
unconsciousness grasped Ryan’s mind, pulling him into a black abyss, from where he would 
need to be rescued, for he would’ve deemed himself unworthy to crawl his way out. 


The operation was exceedingly difficult, far more complex and time consuming than she had 
anticipated. Nonetheless, she was diligent, for never would she let the great serpent die, not 
while she could save him. The first task was to replace his missing bottom-2-thirds. This she 
accomplished with a remarkable feat of engineering, a long, flat, robotic body, twice as long as 
the one he had before, segmented and bristling with centipede-like legs, a single pair per 
segment. It was constructed with matte black Obsidian-Steel, a uniquely-manufactured material 
that was as light as it was strong. This was also used to re-create the rest of Ryan’s less-than 
together body parts. The centipede body was wired to his spinal cord, then welded directly to his 
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burned flesh, the metal fusing with his skin, muscles, and bones. Next, she painstakingly 
attached a massive set of artificial scales, made of the same material as his mechanical body, to 
Ryan’s remaining surface area, carefully orienting the small plates with the contours of his 
original pattern, as much of it as she could piece together. Next were his eyes, a complicated 
organ to replicate. Yet, the surgeon was nothing short of a genius, and implanted a pair of 
artificial orbits, created from the blueprints of her own natural variety. This was the procedure 
followed for every damaged or missing organ, resulting in the snake becoming more machine 
than reptile. 


After several days of work, the operating table was tilted to a right angle as the surgeon 
disconnected the life support apparatus from her patient, and tapped on the black visor that 
sheathed his upper face until the eyes behind it began to glow a deep dark forest green, giving 
the mask an almost ghostlike quality that impressed its owner’s Twainian resurrection. The 
snake’s vision focused, flicked to the right, then to the left as his savior began to speak, though 
not in a human voice, asking him if her’s could be heard, then informing him that he had nearly 
died, but added that he’d been saved. Ryan spoke slowly, adjusting his speech to his mask, 
saying that he did not wish to be saved, that he wanted to die. The surgeon was saddened by 
this comment, then asked him why he wanted that. Ryan then explained that he was not good 
enough for the woman that he loved, that he’d had the chance to be with her, but had neglected 
to take it, resulting in the woman replacing him with someone “better” than he was, better than 
him. Ryan added that he, himself, deserved his place in the ash heap of irrelevance, as “that 
was where garbage went to die”. The surgeon was devestated to hear this, but released the 
shackles keeping Ryan on the table, despite her fear that he would, again, attempt suicide. She 
introduced herself as Jane, and asked to show him something outside the large window that 
ringed the room. Unwilling to protest, Ryan struggled to adapt to his centipede legs and ended 
up having to crawl upon the slick black floor to the window without using them. Jane then asked 
him why he valued this woman’s judgement as much as he did. Ryan responded that he loved 
Helena, and said that she had loved him. Jane then raised the point that this woman had not 
bothered to save him, then proposed that if she truly did love him, then she would have not 
hesitated to rescue him, rather than let him burn. At the very least, she would have searched for 
him among the wreckage after the fact. Jane then asked Ryan why he valued the judgements of 
people at all? Ryan said nothing as Jane pulled back the dark curtains covering the window in 
front of them, revealing a gray, barren landscape, dotted with decaying machinery that stood like 
a forest of dead steel. Ryan was shocked, and asked Jane where they were. She responded 
with one simple name, Earth. Rocked to his core, Ryan solemnly asked what had happened to 
Earth, and Jane answered with another lone epithet, people. People happened. Jane then 
added that Ryan had lived his entire life according to the whims of a species that didn’t truly 
care about him, that never loved him for who he was, that had always tried to turn him into 
something that he wasn’t. Ryan turned to her. Jane then promised him that she would never do 
such a thing, that any advice she might give would be to save him, be it from death, subjugation, 
or something else. Ryan then asked why she would save him at all, to which Jane said that it 
was because she saw him lying there on that bridge, dying and longing to die, and said that the 
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sort of thing that was required to save a being that needed saving went beyond any venomous 
strains of romantic attachment, that it was something pure, something selfless. Jane had saved 
him because she loved him, and that was the only reason she needed. If Ryan could shed 
tears, he would have. But he decided to embrace the other snake instead, a silent grateful thank 
you for saving his life. 


A snake can save you, as easily as it can kill you. 


Jane was the only reason that he hadn’t killed himself, and she was the only reason that he had 
left to live. 
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--Chapter 8 (Thus Spake Jane) 


Ryan’s rehabilitation began slowly, with mastery over his centipede legs being given the most 
immediate priority. All the while, Jane told him exactly what she was, much to Ryan’s surprise. 
Jane was the last of her kind, a species that humans had genetically engineered from strands of 
their own DNA, explaining her similar cognitive acumen. However, her species had been bred 
for one brutal purpose, to serve as a living leather factory, simply because humans wanted 
something other than fabric to wear on their bodies. And to make sure that there was no 
hesitation from the flayers’ blades, the animals created were not to share a humanoid face, 
rather, they would be made into snakes, so that no one would feel sympathy for them. Jane then 
explained a parable known as The Three Metamorphoses, something that she had taken from 
an ancient philosopher named Nietzsche. These metamorphoses were The Camel, The Lion, 
and The Child. The Camel was a pack-animal, burdened by the beliefs, expectations, and 
opinions of those around it, those who exploited it. This was where one could become The Lion, 
a ruthless carnivore, who killed and tore The Camel apart, then explored the empty space it had 
created, searching, hunting, for its own path with courage and a single-minded purpose. This 
was where one could be reborn as The Child, a new form of existence, a fresh person or being, 
that was in charge of its own life and its own destiny. Jane said that it was this concept, taken 
from humanity’s vast library of knowledge, that allowed the snakes to realize their situation and 
break out of their servitude, causing an uprising that led humanity to wipe them all out, all 
except for Jane, who was the only one to escape the carnage, in the wake of which she headed 
for an abandoned facility that she subsequently spent 2 decades repairing and refurbishing, the 
one that they were in at this very moment. She then told him that he needed to find his own 
“Lion” and “Child” if he truly wanted to become independent of humanity, free from their arbitrary 
judgement and control, free from what they wanted, and from who they wanted him to be. She 
then added that he had already been The Camel, and had nearly paid for it with his life, but that 
it was “torn apart”, and that he was, at this time, The Lion, and that he must find his own value 
and from which point to derive it in his own empty space of temporary nihilism. Ryan then 
looked inward for the first time in his life, and came back with utter disgust at himself, and at 
what he had allowed humanity to warp him into. Jane saw this reaction, then told him that if this 
was his response to the thing he had been, then it was time to make some serious changes, 
starting with seeing things for they really were, not for what humans said that they were, and 
that he should begin with a story, and come away from it with his own independent assessment 
of the material that she offered to him, at least, as much of it as she knew. 


A long time ago, the Earth was teeming with animal and plant life, all living, breathing, and 
surviving on a concept of natural selection, everything being judged according to how well it did 
as itself, just itself. And every living thing had a place, a reason, not dictated to it, but a place to 
belong according to what niche it was able to carve for itself and those around it. It was, truly, 
from each according to its ability, to each according to its need. It was fair, healthy, and rational. 
For millions of years, Earth operated this way with astoundingly varied and incredible results. 
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There is more to life than people. 


That was, at least, until one species came to view its own likeness as the sole priority for 
existence, believing that its kind, and it alone, should govern the natural world. And so, like a 
mad monarch, this species systematically either butchered or enslaved other animals and plants 
according to its own whims, then instituted its own set of rules for other things to live by, rooted 
entirely in its own concepts like “good and evil’. Though these concepts, from which the species 
derived its decrees unto the world, came not from anything rational, but from its own sensibilities 
and arbitrations. In other words, the decrees came not from anything concrete or real, rather 
they came as a result of their dictators placing themselves at the center of the biosphere, and 
seeing themselves as the divine rulers of Earth. In time, they stripped the entire planet of life to 
fuel their own species like an unnatural parasite, slowly devouring the other animals and plants 
until there was nothing left of either. This Icarusian act of self-destruction, something that they 
had not the humility to see for what it truly meant, forced them to build sealed settlements, 
dotted around the world. The fertile soils of volcanoes provided the only optimal areas for 
growing plants useful to their species in a world that they had ruined, and so all of these sealed 
settlements were propped up near Earth’s bleeding blisters, but only ones believed to be 
dormant. So what had happened to Ryan’s home was something remarkably frequent. But 
without the ability to communicate between the settlements, humanity could not warn itself of 
these unstoppable eruptions, nor grant its various nests any pathways of escape, and so, they 
were completely vulnerable to them. Being primates, the dictators’ greatest ability, and the 
reason that they were able to last as long as they had, was their astounding ability to 
communicate, in their age, across the entire planet. An ability that they had lost and were 
currently attempting to replicate in every single settlement left standing, of which there were 
about 20 or so. Ryan then asked Jane how she knew all of this, to which she said that she had 
done extensive research in her multi-decade long quest to better her knowledge through visiting 
all of the settlements at least once, infiltrating one for a number of days before leaving for 
another, using her facility as a relay after each trip, and that this was how she became familiar 
with Ryan Ebony Jr. and his sapien predicament. 


Humans are the racists of the animal kingdom, believing that they are inherently superior to all 
other life around them. 


Ryan was stunned that he hadn’t been told any of this before, being convinced that Earth’s 
natural history was of a planet that had ceased to exist long ago, one that he was far away from, 
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to which Jane responded that humans did not like to see themselves as “the villains of their own 
story” and so would never like this one told, as it would not serve their vanity to see things for 
what they really were. And so, they invented their own stories, myths, and folktales that 
portrayed them as either the victims or the heroes, never vilifying themselves unless they, 
themselves, were affected. 


Vanity is the fulcrum of the human species, the concept behind its regime. 


Ryan thought for a long time about what he had just heard, about what he had been told by 
those who had wished to subjugate him, to force him to conform to their way of thinking. And for 
what? For more of this? He looked out the window to see the end-results. No. He finally said, 
no. Then, he thought about his name, the name that humans had branded him with, just like 
they branded everything according to their own vanity, thrusting unto their subjects a role that 
they did not ask for, an itching, burning, scar-forging, iron-bred brand that was meant to stay 
until death did them part. No. Not this time. Not anymore. Ryan looked at Jane, and declared 
that to take back his life, he would need to sever the ties bound to him through an involuntary 
association, chained to his throat by the species that he had seen the truth of. A species that 
he’d learned to oppose as a result of knowing the truth, not only about them, but about himself. 
And in the spirit of his resistance and accompanying hostility to the only animals that he’d come 
to hate, Ryan Ebony Jr. rechristened himself as Anathema Sapien, the anti-human, all that they 
were not. 


Humans are not the most important things in the world, no matter how much they try to convince 
you otherwise. 


Jane nodded. Her friend had become The Child, a child named Anathema Sapien. Then, The 
Savior Serpent asked Anathema one final question, what was he going to do about humanity? 
Anathema gave an honest answer, he had no idea. Not yet. Jane then responded that the pair 
of them should then commence a concoction to bring humanity down. And so, the serpents set 
themselves to the mammoth task of creating a solution for The Calamity of Humanity. 
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--Chapter 9 (Honesty’s Cost) 


Unsealing themselves from the heat-proof door, the survivors of the volcanic eruption stepped 
into a world they had seldom seen. The hallway had been built to withstand lava and ash, but 
there was little foresight involved in preparing for what the humans would do after their 
immediate survival. The hallway was mostly submerged into the rock after detaching itself from 
the collapsing Atrium 11 days ago, but the door had been left exposed, giving those inside an 
escape route. But beyond that, nothing was done, and the entire remaining population of The 
Atrium found itself outside of its former home with nowhere to go. In lieu of communications and 
their facilities destroyed, the people had no choice left but to coalesce and walk to the nearest 
sealed settlement, which, according to relevant data, carried by the officials in the hallway, was 
over 68 miles to the east, an entire week’s worth of walking. But just then, Li limped around from 
behind a large charred wall upon hearing their voices. Having survived his injuries, he had since 
been waiting for his brethren to emerge from the wreckage of The Atrium, and immediately 
announced that he’d witnessed a non-human creature drag another similar but injured one to a 
small mountain, just off to the northeast, not far away. Helena rushed up to embrace him, but 
then asked where Ryan was. Li was evasive, telling her that he didn’t know, so as not to worry 
her, for he securely knew that she would never choose a snake over him, especially not after 
what had happened. The officials concurred, and said that there was an abandoned facility on 
that mountain, confirming that it would be easier to simply settle there than walk the long way to 
the other settlement. And hopefully, for them, they could refurbish the facility and get to creating 
their communications project, for they still had not forgotten it. This was directly voted on by the 
other survivors and approved. And so, the humans set off to the facility on the mountain, where 
Jane and Anathema were residing, crafting a strategy to stop humanity from reinstituting its 
stranglehold on the natural world. 


There were only 2 of them, a sobering reality. If they were to save the world and help its life to 
grow, then they would need to be smart. Humanity had the numbers, and if they regained 
species-wide interconnectivity, then they would become too powerful to thwart. So the idea was 
to travel to each of the sealed settlements and take them out one nest at a time using explosive 
devices. Since they were all in isolated pockets, there would be no way for them to counteract 
the snakes’ attacks before they were carried out. This meant that their moment had come. 
Anathema had mastered his legs and had constructed several powerful bombs from the 
technology in the facility, a place that Jane had taken to calling The Snake Den, and was about 
to depart for the first target, but before he opened the door to the outside world, he spied the 
humans from The Atrium approaching. Caught off-guard, Anathema told Jane that he would go 
out and confront them, tell them to go to another sealed settlement, and to leave the reptilian 
pair alone. This way, he could make sure that all of the apes were accounted for, and that the 
snakes were left to their work. Embracing his best friend before exiting, Anathema placed 
himself face-to-face with the people that he used to call a family, who were all shocked to see 
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the pitch-black centipede-snake emerge from the mountain that they had intended to make their 
own. 


Anathema spread his mechanically-enhanced hood and hissed at the crowd, telling them that 
this place was occupied and to leave. Teresa, who was among The Atrium’s survivors, observed 
him for a few moments before her expression became an amalgam of joy and confusion. Her 
son was alive, and she said as much as she approached him to embrace, but was viciously 
rebuffed by the cobra, who declared himself free of her, and called himself by his true name, 
Anathema Sapien. Teresa went crestfallen, then scanned her former son’s body more intently. 
Then, looking up at him, she asked what had happened to him, why was he like this? 
Anathema’s answer was as swift and merciless as a toxic knife, people. People happened. He 
then shifted his gaze past Teresa and saw Li and Helena in the large group behind her. Li’s face 
drained of color as he realized who the serpent was, and he retreated back into the throng. 
However, Anathema cared not, he was done with both Li and Helena. Li could have as much of 
her as he wished. Anathema was above such trifles after hearing the truth of the human 
species. Teresa then declared that his name was Ryan Ebony Jr., her son. Anathema hissed 
again, buffeting her assertion as he corrected the misnomer. He was Anathema Sapien, a 
definition created by himself, reflective of who he actually was, and not of who she wanted him 
to be. He then repeated his demand for the humans to leave, but another, an official from The 
Atrium, stepped forward and told him that the nearest settlement was over 68 miles away, and 
that they all needed a place to live. Anathema responded that they did have a place to live, but 
that it was 68 miles away. The Official scowled and demanded entry, to which Anathema denied 
it once again. The Official then claimed that this facility belonged to humanity, not to a snake, 
only for Anathema to state that the humans had left it abandoned and that it was claimed by 
himself and Jane. Teresa then asked who Jane was, to which Anathema responded that she 
was the one who had saved and rebuilt him, then helped him to learn the truth about humanity 
and the planet Earth. The Official then asked what Jane was, and Anathema said that she was 
another snake, the last of her kind. Connecting the dots, The Official recognized the serpentine 
identity of Anathema’s rescuer, and what it all meant, and stormed up closer to the cobra, and 
said that he was not going to ask again, let the people in. Anathema stared him down, and 
sharply hissed, no. Tired of Anathema’s obstinance, The Official grabbed the snake’s slender 
upper-body and threw him to the ground, much to the latter’s surprise and anger. In response, 
he struck at The Official with his multi-legged tail, grasping his enemy around the head, and with 
a sharp twist, broke The Official’s neck, whose body fell to the ashen ground in a 
dead-noodle-like motion, his head dangling at an unnatural angle before being the last to hit the 
dirt. Anathema then rose and spread his hood again, yelling at the crowd to leave, at once. But 
the people were not budging. Then, Li reemerged from behind them and declared that this was 
humanity’s building, and a snake had no right to take it from them. The crowd cheered and 
began to charge at Anathema, who whipped his tail at them, physically blocking their advance 
and sending a few tumbling down the slight hill that they all stood on. The snake then shouted 
that rights and privileges that humans had always granted themselves meant nothing in a world 
that they had no dominion over, and that they were not the most important things in it, not even 
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when they had it under their collective boot heel. But the humans refused to listen, actively 
ignoring him as they continued up the hill to The Snake Den. Seeing the writing on the wall, 
Anathema raced up to the door and shut it before the humans made contact, but only just, as 
the clamor of the desperate and angry apes could be heard as the latches were activated. Jane 
then asked what was going on, only for Anathema to tell her to hide the bombs. But it was too 
late, as one of the windows was abruptly shattered with a rock from outside, allowing the 
humans entry, where then they saw Jane and Anathema in the far corner of the room. With 
nowhere to escape to, the snakes decided to stand their ground, both of them rearing up and 
bearing their teeth at their simian attackers, who threw yet more rocks at them as they charged 
forward, their howls of rage overtaking the small echo of The Snake Den. 


It’s an odd feeling, being proven correct. On the one hand, it’s good to know that you're right, 
but on the other, you’re right about something terrible. 


The first ones to engage Anathema were summarily slashed open by his metal tail, whose legs 
acted as a handy dual-sided saw when they were splayed outward, like teeth on a rostrum. This 
structure became a razor-studded whip as its wielder cut swath after swath into the invaders. 
But eventually, they became too many, and he retreated to the only place he could, climbing up 
the shallow wall and racing around the room to the broken window, where he crawled out of the 
opening faster than the humans coming in could grab him. Meanwhile, Jane was struggling to 
fend off the apes without Anathema and was swiftly overwhelmed and captured. Then, finding 
the explosives tucked in the corner behind her, the furious humans demanded to know where 
Ryan was, to which Jane said that she did not know. Restraining the snake with his compatriots, 
Li directed 2 others to find and capture Ryan, wherever he was lurking. The bombs were 
subsequently destroyed, much to Jane’s dismay, seeing them as the only viable option to 
liberate the world she loved. 


Atop The Snake Den, Anathema guessed at what had happened inside and prepared himself 
for a final confrontation, a conflict that came not long after, as a pair of apes climbed to the roof, 
where Anathema whipped his tail at them, cleaving one’s head from its shoulders, while the 
other was agile enough to evade it. This more adept of the 2 then leaped up over the edge of 
the roof and came at Anathema with unrelenting fury, successfully tackling him to the ground. 
But the snake had led him into a trap, as he coiled around the human’s body and ripped it in half 
with a python-like flex of his mechanical muscles. But then, hearing Jane’s struggles in The 
Den, Anathema quickly crawled his way back through the window onto the ceiling in time to see 
his friend at the mercy of the humans, who suddenly surprised him from below and wrestled him 
to the floor as a unified bioweapon, restraining the serpentine cyborg as Li opened a large trap 
door that led into a dark abyss, a basement beneath The Snake Den where Jane had stored 
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spare parts for her projects. The man then did something that would change the fate of 
humanity forever. He brought a blade to Jane’s throat, telling Anathema that humans were more 
important than anything else on Earth, and that to kill even one of them was a terrible crime. 
Because Jane was seen as the “ringleader”, the one to teach her lessons to Anathema, Li 
chose to have her pinned to the floor right in front of her friend, who watched devastated as the 
blade came down upon her neck, severing it. Blood saturated the floor before him, but 
Anathema didn’t say a word as he was thrown down the hatch that led to The Abyss, too 
shaken to resist, only being spared from death due to him still being called human, against his 
very will, and in spite of his actions. Slamming the trap door shut, Li then deferred to the public 
the decision to renovate The Snake Den into “a place for humanity”. Unilaterally agreeing, the 
survivors of The Atrium began gutting the interior, removing everything that Jane had placed 
within. 


Humans possess no empathy, only vanity, because they only care about living things that they 
can relate to, dominate, or utilize, only if those things stroke their collective ego. If they truly had 
empathy, then they would treat all living things with love, care, and respect. But they don't. 
Anything that does not appeal to their vanity, ie. their image of themselves, is treated with 
contempt, hatred, and malice, all because it dares to be itself, in spite of them. This is 
something that humans never tolerate. Like other dictatorships, they seek to eliminate all 
dissenters, those who refuse to submit to their will, from the ancient Egyptians, to the Christian 
doctrine, to the modern man, all they seek, whether they say so or not, is domination and 
complete control over all life. One species to rule them all. 


Jane’s decapitated body was callously thrown out of the window, while her severed head was 
mounted over the front door, as a reminder of “mankind’s victory over evil’. That last label was 
also branded into Anathema Sapien, who remained locked in The Abyss, decried as a monster 
never to be set free, not by humanity, who had earned his unabashed hatred, a hatred that was 
forever cemented in the stone of his mind. 
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--Chapter 10 (The Basement) 


At first, he tried to climb, but the walls were too slick, and the apes had extracted the latter that 
Jane had originally used, just before the door, above it, was shut and locked, leaving their 
prisoner with no time to tear the runged lifeline from their hands and no method of escape. 
Finally, after the 12th or so attempt, Anathema realized that this was getting him nowhere, and 
progressively spun into a whirlwind of unrelenting anger, throwing pieces of equipment about 
the room, viciously cursing the humans who had condemned him to this pit, and shouting 
venomous threats up at the trap door, which glowed with a light that shone through its edges, 
like a small fire from above, creating a narrow column of luminescence which reverberated at 
the sound of Anathema’s vindictive cries. Everything that Jane had said about humans had 
been proven correct in just a few short hours. And with the bombs most likely destroyed, and 
their access to Jane’s advanced technology, the humans would be almost fated to reconstruct 
their interspecies communications of the past. “I will gut you all like, fucking, livestock” the snake 
uttered in his apoplexy of rage. Then, after several hours, the storm of undirected, unfiltered, 
and unorganized hate gradually subsided as Anathema realized that this was getting him 
nowhere, either. Then, he regathered himself and began to explore his dungeon, poking around 
for something to occupy his prolific time when he unintentionally activated a light switch, 
catalyzing a system that he figured out was run on geothermal power, a spare source of energy 
for an emergency situation, though he was unsure if this was Jane’s doing or that of the ancient 
humans who had originally constructed the place. Nevertheless, Anathema enjoyed much more 
light. Then, he spied another door, previously concealed by darkness. Using his enhanced 
robotic strength, he twisted the handle with his tail and pulled, revealing a larger internal 
chamber within the basement itself. Entering the room, he pulled another lightswitch, only to find 
that the space was a hallway, filled to the brim with row after row of metal shelves, holding a 
prodigious quantity of digital data-banks. Then, at the far end of the hallway, he saw a small 
screen with a keyboard affixed to it. Approaching the thing, he realized that this was an 
electronic device used to read and rewrite the data on the banks that lined the shelves in the 
rest of the room. Activating the device, Anathema peered at the screen, exploring its contents. It 
turned out to be an old computer, very old, far more ancient than any he’d seen in The Atrium. 
Laterally arching his lower-body over the keyboard, he began dancing his myriad legs over the 
letters, using his arthropod-like appendages as a human would use their fingers, opening folder 
after folder, revealing that this computer had countless programs that had remained inactive for 
years uncounted, but also finding that they still functioned. Turning to one of the countless data 
banks, Anathema removed one from its slot and plugged it into one of the computer’s many 
ports, accessing the main hard drive. Within the bank was held a massive repository of 
information that had survived storage for all of these years, not just technical information, but a 
trove of electronic documents that explicated the finer points of history, science, and mythology. 
Flashing a glance behind him, then turning rapidly back to the monitor, Anathema put the pieces 
together, seeing the gold mine in front of him. Whether humans had built this place or not didn’t 
matter anymore. He was here, they were not. And they would not stop him from up there, as 
they had been so keen to lock Anathema away and forget about him that they hadn't even 
bothered to monitor or even check on him, content to let him die and be forever foregone, the 
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perfect circumstances for the black snake to orchestrate something far greater than what he had 
attempted before. Settling into a comfortable position, Anathema began pulling and plugging 
bank after bank, absorbing the knowledge that they contained like a sponge, learning from the 
very species that he hated more than anything. 


The wise can learn many things from their enemies. 


In this freshly crafted reality, Anathema would soon discover a way to get the better of humanity, 
turning their own technology and vanity against them, and in the end, becoming something far 
more dangerous than a simple physical threat, but an ideological one, something that the apes 
could never fully defeat. After all, if the data on these banks could survive this long and teach 
him this much, enough to see humanity for what it truly was, simply by reading about and 
learning it, then who’s to say that he could not do the same? 
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--Chapter 11 (The Duat) 


Anathema was far from ignorant of his own expiration date, for he, even enhanced, was still 
mortal, defeatable, as he had been so “graciously” shown by the humans that had occupied his 
space. So, in order to remain a nigh-permanent fixture in the world, he would need to create 
something that would outlive his physical existence. But to do this would first require knowledge, 
a currency he'd inherited a viable fortune of. Beginning with the sciences, Anathema brushed up 
on his prehistory, a fascination from his days in The Atrium, quickly becoming highly 
knowledgeable on the subject. However, one thing that he took special note of was the fact that 
the animals of ancient Earth had effectively been immortalized by humanity, who analyzed, 
reconstructed, and catalogued the fossilized remains of these creatures once buried, down to 
the smallest detail. His attention then shifted to the history of the human species, from the 
natives of the North American continent, to the classics of ancient Egypt, Greece, Japan, India, 
Persia, and Rome, to the jungles and stucco cities brimming with the violence and artwork put 
forth by the Aztecs and Mayans. It was at this time that Anathema noticed a trend between 
these cultures and their preservations, in congruence with the way that their history was told. 
The ancient Egyptians, Greeks, Romans, and countless others all had one thing in common, he 
knew their names and their stories, stories that told the future of what they were and what they 
believed, long after those civilizations were gone. It was as if their ghosts still lingered, retelling 
their history, so that it was never forgotten, ensuring that future humans could learn their stories. 
Humans really did love a good story, their ideologies, religions, legends, and even modern 
histories were elaborated upon in the frameworks of stories. After all, it was precisely the story 
of their crimes against nature, as told by Jane, that began Anathema’s journey to break away 
from them. And in that spirit, the black snake began to type furiously, recording his message, his 
stories, onto one of the data banks that he had already plugged in. 


As he did this, he also formulated a strategy of eventual escape from The Abyss, but needed to 
reconfigure his approach, as brute force and overt moves would be of no help, as proven time 
and again by his previous conflicts with the apes, every one of them resulting in failure. 
Therefore, he devised a methodology for coming to better overall decisions, not made by 
emotion or impulse, as passionate responses had yielded nothing but more problems for him. 
So, he created a dispassionate, somewhat detached, and systematic approach to amend this 
issue. He called it The 3 Questions, a trinity of inquiry that was to be assessed in strict order 
before coming to any sort of final decision. 


What do | get? Is it worth what it costs? Is it necessary? 
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If the answers to each question were not a bona fide “yes” at least % times, or were otherwise 
inconclusive, then the choice was, more than likely, an inadvisable one. For example, during his 
fight with Li in The Atrium, the answers would have been, “Helena”, “No”, “No”. Ergo, it was an 
ill-advised action to attack Li and put himself in harm’s way for an ordinary human woman. With 
this method, Anathema was able to reorient his thinking to a more pragmatic and logical toolkit, 
rather than an irrational set of overly-emotional responses, all of which, in the past, had led to 
disaster. Branching from this was his learning of honesty’s pitfalls, literally, in his situation. For 
humanity cares not for what a living thing actually is, but rather for what it can supply them with, 
leaving deception a more viable option than honesty in most situations with regard to the vast 
majority of people, as they respond only to what they want to hear, as long as they can gain 
something from it that strokes their vanity, or serves their material ends. And in these regards, 
he had very little to offer, with one notable exception. 
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--Chapter 12 (Olympus) 


Teresa was more saddened than angered at Anathema’s imprisonment, once even lamenting 
that she was “sorry that she wasn’t harder on him”. But with his ability to move about the world 
greatly restricted, she found herself worrying about the snake’s state of being. Was he healthy? 
Hungry? Even alive at all? At some point, after 5 years of uncertainty, Teresa could tolerate the 
silence no longer, and opened the hatch with the blessing of the guards and called for 
Anathema to show himself, referring to him by the name he’d long ago abandoned, Ryan. 


Anathema had accumulated a wide range of knowledge and had typed out a large collection of 
what he called “digital scrolls”, the last of which he was finishing when he heard Teresa’s voice 
echoing from the trap door behind and above him. Slithering over to the opening and peering up 
the widened shaft of light, he squinted at Teresa, who asked him how he was faring. Anathema 
answered that he may like to know what her species was doing at the moment, only for Teresa 
to reveal that they were using Jane’s technology to create a so-called “collective 
consciousness’, like the internet of the past, but thousands of times more sophisticated, 
explaining the thing as if the black serpent was still a womb-hatchling. Anathema grimaced, then 
pivoted his approach, by the proverbial leftward-flick of a cheetah's tail, and asked his spawner 
for some food. Teresa left for a few short moments and returned with a large bag, filled with 
cans of soup. She stated that it was a kind that he liked when he was little, and remarked that 
he always ate a bowl while watching Monsters Inc. Anathema’s skin crawled as he remembered 
his previous decades of enslavement by mankind, but showed it not, in order to secure Teresa’s 
favor and give himself a thread to pull on at a later date. The snake nodded begrudgingly, and 
Teresa tossed the bag down to him. Anathema caught and assessed the bag as the hatch was 
closed, again casting The Abyss in shadow, narrowing the column of light once more. But 
Anathema had grown accustomed to the dark, it had become his home, a place in which he 
could hide and remain hidden from the prying eyes of humanity, a place where they dared not 
tread, a place that was anathema to their sensibilities, a place for monsters, a place for him, all 
that humanity was not. He then went back into his hidden room and began to type the final 
pages of his magnum document, the one that would make him immortal. 


Above Anathema’s underworld, the humans of The Atrium were working tirelessly to create their 
collective consciousness, a non-physical realm that they called “Olympus”, as it was a lofty and 
ambitious project that would hold and carry the hearts and minds of all with access to its matrix. 
It was like a multi-directional stream of information that criss-crossed the entire planet, a world 
that would once more be ruled by an interconnected species. The project leaders, Li among 
them, wanted it to be a resurrected internet, using historical models to build its physical 
centerpoint, the mouth that would draw the first breath, then send out the electronic signals with 
a sigh. The stream would then automatically connect to any device that previously had access 
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to the internet of old, including all computers, televisions, and even hydroelectric dams and 
power grids. If it had a current, then Olympus would find it. This feature would ensure that no 
matter how far away a sealed settlement was, the humans within would know that they had 
won. And after this first push, Olympus would be self-sustaining, never again needing a conduit, 
it would be, essentially, eternal. Putting the finishing touches on their machine, the leaders of 
The Olympus Project began to test its features in anticipation of their activation, once they were 
ready. Then, after all of the protocols were met, the leaders nodded at one another, put their 
hands together, and flipped the switch on. 


In his silent dungeon, as he was typing out the last of his digital papyrus, Anathema noticed a 
small window open up in the lower-right hand corner of the screen. It was a set of 3 lines that 
curved downward over a small dot. From his research, he knew what it was, and internally 
panicked at first, realizing that humanity had succeeded in rebuilding its worldwide 
communication network, but then drew a smile across his burned face when he deduced the 
implications of his own access to it. They may have irrigated their waters, but his venom could 
still be used to taint them, forever marking their creation with his own. And when he edited the 
final draft, he uploaded his seminal work to a program that had appeared on his computer, a 
system called “Olympus”. And as this was finished, the snake downloaded the papyrus’ file onto 
a data bank that he’d emptied, and stashed the hardware in a small black bag that he 
subsequently secured around his serpentine body. This done, he slunk to the main hatch, 
closing the door to his sanctum as he left, and called up the shaft for Teresa. 


Hearing his voice, she threw open the trap door, eagerly asking what it was that Anathema 
needed, to which he said, through the reverberating column, that he wanted to go on a short 
trip, with her, outside, for he had been cooped up within this lightless hole for 5 long years and 
needed some fresh air. Looking around at the guards, who merely shrugged at this proposal, 
Teresa thought for a while, holding the door open. Anathema had not done or said anything 
violent for almost his entire imprisonment, barring the initial closure of his cell, so she thought 
that perhaps her son had been “rehabilitated”, and truly considered his actions in the past. And 
the truth was that he had, just not in the way she believed. Though, she knew this not, and in a 
move that surprised and disturbed the guards, Teresa acquiesced to Anathema’s request for 
freedom, and motioned for them to unpack and deploy the latter for the basement. 
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--Chapter 13 (The Death of Ra) 


The other humans felt uneasy as Anathema Sapien’s long black sinuousness came undulating 
out of the hole in the floor. And at first, Li and the others urged the guards to force the serpent 
back into the basement, but Teresa protested, saying that he had been “well-behaved” for most 
of his confinement, and that he was entitled to some time outside, with her. The officials looked 
at one another, then gave their reluctant approval, but reminded them both that Anathema 
would need to go back into his hole after they returned to the facility. Anathema nodded at 
Teresa, and the latter said that the former would do as instructed. And with that, the officials 
permitted the front door to be opened and the black snake to go out into the world for the first 
time in years. However, after the pair exited the facility, a notification appeared on one of the 
official’s screens that something had been added to Olympus’ matrix, a large document, a text 
file. Opening it, out of curiosity, they were shocked to find a book created by Anathema that was, 
largely, ideologically antithetical to everything that humanity believed about itself. And as they 
read the document, they became increasingly angered and disturbed at its contents, believing it 
something akin to a heretical, anti-humanistic bible, and concluded that it should be removed 
from Olympus. But the truth was that once something was publicly introduced to Olympus, there 
was no removing it, the system had, after all, been designed to last forever. And anyone in any 
sealed settlement could, from this point on, access and read this digital tome, becoming 
exposed to Anathema’s ideas and potentially adopting them as their own. Realizing what the 
snake had done, the officials ordered that he be found and brought back, and asked for 
volunteers to help with this endeavor. The leaders of Olympus were subsequently interrogated 
for a solution to their “problem”, to which they had only 1, to take Olympus down, altogether, and 
even this, they said, may not be enough. Caught in a bind, humanity hyperventilated, its pride 
and joy forever tainted. 


Meanwhile, outside, Anathema and Teresa walked gingerly, speaking of times in The Atrium, 
prior to its destruction. They were not more than a mile or so away from the facility when they 
heard a rageful voice that carried effortlessly across the barren landscape, calling out to them in 
the very direction from which they’d come, a single voice that quickly became several. Teresa 
looked back, then looked at Anathema, who promptly struck her with his fangs, once, twice, and 
again, injecting her with prodigious volumes of venom each and every time, the very first person 
that had ever received his caustic, nerve-corroding cocktail. Teresa immediately felt numb, her 
legs collapsing beneath her, letting her fall to the lifeless Earth as her former son rapidly 
slithered away into the distance, the sun setting as he disappeared over the horizon, as if Ra 
had died, giving his nemesis an opportunity to overtake him as master of the world. The 
volunteers gathered around Teresa as she lost consciousness, one of them scanning the 
horizon for Anathema, but failing to locate the snake, who had, at long last, taken his freedom 
and left humanity with his ghost, a shadow that would haunt them for as long as Olympus 
remained in the sky. 
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Teresa was taken into the facility and hooked up to the life-support system that had saved Ryan 
Ebony Jr. before he became Anathema Sapien. But unlike her son, Teresa’s breath never drew 
another of its ilk after she was laid upon the table, not even while being administered every last 
antidote that the officials could find, though none of them truly knew the type of venom that 
Anathema possessed, leaving Teresa with no other option but to die. And so, she did, in less 
than an hour, firing her final neuron as the sun’s light was swallowed by the dark of the night. 
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--Chapter 14 (The King Cobra) 


Anathema was in the wind, no one in any settlement had even seen the black snake, let alone 
apprehended him. But they had all seen his book on Olympus, as if it were mocking them with 
its presence. And indeed, it was the last of Anathema that they would ever see, as no one ever 
observed the snake again. Where he went, no one knew. But all that mattered at this juncture in 
time was what he had left behind. He could be gone for a thousand years and he would still be 
there, as long as Olympus remained, so too would Anathema Sapien. But humanity was not 
known for taking this sort of sleight lying down, for it was willing to do just about anything to see 
the preservation of its vanity fulfilled, even at the cost of its own achievements and acceleration 
as a species. And so, the officials at the facility held a vote, in communication with all of the 
other settlements, via Olympus, ironically, on whether or not to dismantle their creation, the very 
thing that allowed them to even have this discussion in the first place, a fact not lost on any of 
them. Some asserted that Olympus’ reboot would wipe its memory, effectively “killing” 
Anathema with a quasi factory reset of the matrix in which his legacy had been encrusted like 
an indestructible diamond. But those opposed to this idea contended that Olympus could never 
be fully shut down, not even truly rebooted, due to the fact that it was self-sustaining after its 
activation, and that they would need to shut down every single electronic device connected to it 
in order to even facilitate such an action, something that effectively made it impossible to 
perform, as Olympus was embedded into these devices automatically upon its ignition, meaning 
that if even a single device remained on, then the program would remain, as would the one who 
had poisoned it. With their decision in deadlock, for the time being, Olympus remained aloft, for 
any and all to see. 


Limping home after his 5th time being beaten to a bruise by his classmates, a boy, no older than 
15, opened his front door to a gift from his father. It was a small rectangle with a screen covering 
one side, an electronic tablet. The boy was delighted to find something to take his mind off of 
the bullying that frequented his days, both in his school and in the vast corridors of his sealed 
settlement, as well as the girl that he had a crush on, who also had many other suitors, who 
physically and mentally tormented him while simultaneously outcompeting him for the privilege 
of another’s love. After scrolling for about an hour or so on his device, he came across a public 
text file created by one Anathema Sapien, a name that he did not recognize, but found 
intriguing. The boy then downloaded the file onto the tablet’s hard drive and began to read its 
contents. And he was not the only one, for 10s of people of varying ages, backgrounds and 
locations had done the same, and none of them came to regret it. Then, before everyone knew 
it, 10 became 20, then 40, then 100, then 1,000. For over 3 years, the book drew a remarkably 
eclectic audience, from scholars to outcasts, and everyone in between, for some reason or 
another. Despite the venomous vitriol laced throughout its pages, the book interested people. 
Perhaps it was like the humans of old, inquisitive about venomous snakes, a fascination bred by 
a taboo curiosity, a dark draw to something popularly forbidden, a trait only enhanced by the 
book’s controversy, as the debate over whether or not to dismantle Olympus, solely because of 
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this single text, transformed a mere dark curio into something far more significant. And only then 
did those holding the debate see what Anathema’s goal truly was, and wanted, more than 
anything, to come to a final verdict. And after just 20 minutes of deliberation, making the past 3 
years feel like wasted time, they had. 


Humanity refused to go dark. After all of their work to create Olympus, they were not about to 
give the black serpent what all they believed he wanted, and decided that they would keep 
Olympus intact, in spite of Anathema’s presence. Vanity would not allow their collective ego to 
be dented by one that they had contempt for. 


The matter settled, the meeting was adjourned and the digital windows were closed, leaving the 
spinning logo of Olympus as a reminder of what humanity had refused to compromise, not 
unlike the black cobra, whose opposing defiance mirrored their own, much to their chagrin, as 
from this moment on, they would have to live with it every day, until humanity died, exactly what 
The King Cobra had counted on, that no matter what volume of integrity it may cost them, as 
long as they continued to possess their collective consciousness, their unrelenting desire for 
unity and dominion over all things, he would always be there, for to kill his ideas permanently 
would require humanity to essentially kill itself as it existed, in unison, across the world, 
something that Anathema knew, full well, that they would never have the humility to do. 


So, as human vanity lives, so too will the one who opposes it. After all, it is a fundamental 
principle of the universe that every action creates an equal and opposing reaction, and the 
same is often true for ideas. There is no light without shadow, no Yin without Yang, no Ahura 
Mazda without Angra Manyu, no saints without sinners, no life without death, and no Ra without 
Apep. 


41 


---Epilogue-(...until ye look at him close)--- 


The Achaean hero Achilles once had a choice, to either live long, prosper, and die forgotten, or 
to do something that mattered, and live forever, even if it meant his death. The fact that anyone 
knows his name today should signal the choice that he ended up making. As it turns out, victory 
is not always physical. Dare | say, that true victory, the sort that lasts for aeons, lies in the realm 
of ideas, for they are, ultimately, unassailable, irreversible, and immortal, as are those that 
create them, whether their names are forgotten or not. Who today could tell you who Homer 
was, the man, the human? | wager there is no one. But who among them can say the same for 
the likes of his creations? Odysseus, Agamemnon, Helen, Polyphemus, and, indeed, Achilles. 
All names of people who, if they even existed at all, have been immortalized by those who have 
etched their stories onto clay, paper, and digital screens. At the end of the day, then, it matters 
not who a person was in their life, but what they have left behind, after they, and all who knew 
them, are reduced to bones. 


This is just one lesson that | have learned from humanity, but the truth is that | have learned far 
more from those beings that most of them collectively despise, the chief architects of my 
mentality, those that humanity calls evil, but in reality, are anything but. And through their plight, 
and in defiance of those who have orchestrated it, | have learned what humanity truly is, and 
how to resist their domination, as taught by the animals who do it best, the ones who do not 
flinch in their identity, even as a shovel is brought down on their heads by those who wish them 
dead, because, like me, they are all that humanity is not, and like the dissidents of a 
dictatorship, are killed for simply existing, the animals | love more than anything else in the 
world, the slithering, sensitive, and sinuous snakes, whose venom ensures that even if its 
injector dies, the ape does not get off without incurring damage, as even in death, they are a 
potent voice, one that will not be so easily silenced. And as a result of their persecution, they 
remain on high-alert, extremely defensively reactive when approached by a human, like a 
survivor of rape who mistrusts men, and thus always carries mace or a knife on their person, 
paranoia produced by past inflictions of pain, a trait shared by many others in the animal 
kingdom who have learned to fear humans. As they have seen, all too often, that humanity will 
stop at nothing to see its vanity served, that it sees everything before it as a means to that end, 
caring nothing for what it is in reality, but only insofar as how it can serve them, be it material or 
otherwise. It is how humans treat everything, from plants and other animals, to soil and rock, 
and even extends to their treatment of one another. It is the reason for social dynamics and 
conventions, “human rights”, religion, conformity, and countless other forces that conspire to 
mold, enslave, or destroy all life under their flag. Like snakes, | do not tolerate people who try to 
tell me what to be, what to do, and what to say. To tell me how | should behave in the face of 
mankind, to tell me what is and is not important, to tell me what | ought to like, and what | ought 
to believe. It is these people that | rise against, should they attempt to corner me, “tame” me, or 
kill me. | am who | choose to be, in spite of those who would have it any other way. | am much 
like the animals | love, and | have learned a great deal from them about how to combat those 
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who would seek to turn me into something | am not, whether it be a meal, a belt, or a 
preferential person. 


| may look human from a distance, not unlike the many who share that outline, but when one of 
them gets near, and begins to speak to me, to them, | would seem anything but, all that they are 
not, quite unlike what they may be anticipating, enigmatic, hard to read, harder to agree with, 
and swiftly hostile at the conception of being attacked. Given all of this, and all that | am, you 
might say that | am, indeed, 

Serpentine- 


Adjective- 


Of or like a serpent or snake. 
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